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HUDSON, Jury 7, 1802. follow—over the fame fields, and on the 
———=—= faine flowers.——Without attempting to 
if there, perchance, fhould come a Bee, plrafe his friends, the Wasp wiil : only 
A. Walp will come as, foon as he. | {tr.ve to difpleaie, vex and torment his en- 
My/elf. emies.—With his fting always iharpened 
for war, be will never accept of peace.— . 
He will never accede to the philofophical 
Tt ~ 
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FUR PUBLISHING IN THE CITY OF HUDSON, ~~ « We are all Wafps—we are all Bees.” nes 
A NEW PAPER, eax -—— ere 
FO DL. ENTITLID ADVERTISEMENT. * 
- aati 
THE WASP, t+ THE EDITOR did not intend to 
By ROBERT RUSTICOAT, Esquire. have commenced the publication of THE 
Wasr, until Charles Holt had iffue’ the 
This paper will be iffued occafionally, as may beft [uit fir} number of his ‘* BEE.’ in this city ; 
? 2 
the editor, at the moderate price of three cents a_ but a fellow by the name of Mitchell, who 
number. It will be printed with a legible type, on iS profeffional blackguard for the Political 
good paper, and will make its appearance, as foon Barometer, feems to demand immediate at- 
after Holt’s Bee is commenced, as poflible, whether tention —This Mitchell fays, that he hopes 
sn i hi ail atellaa a Mr. Holt will meet with great fuccefs in 
36 this city.—Undoubt.dly.—-But, pray, Mif- 
ter Mitchell, why did you not remember 
_§ HE editor will make but few the old faying———‘ Charity begins at 
promifes.—Wafps produce but little honey: home ;” and beftow fome of your hopes 
They are chiefly known by their Aings; upon yourfelf! I know you want them 
and the one here propofed will not materi- bad enough ; and Holt will never shank ye 
ally differ from others——The Wasp is for them.—Jacobin printers would cut one 
declared to be at enmity with the Beze.— another’s throats for a morfel of bread—and 
Wherever the Bex ranges, the Wasp will their Aanging-togerher is precifely like that 
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of pick-pockets.—Let their interefts clafh 
alittle, and they will fall to quarrelling 
like a pack of favages. 

‘« Like dogs they fight about a bone, 

* And play together when they've none.” 
Now, Mitchell, remember this ;——and 
when you are ftarving on democratic fup-~ 
port—and your Barometer foretells a dark, 
a gloomy, and a ftormy day, allo remem- 
ver, that lying is a forry trade, which ever 
brings its followers (Duane excepted) to 
want. 

“Tue Ber” (fays Mitchell) *‘* will 
collect the honey, while THe Wasp will 
only dabble in filth.’——Yes, Mitchell, 
Ture Wasp has a dirty and difagreeabe 
job to perform. He has undertaken the 
chaftifement of a fet of fellows who are in- 
trenched in filth—who, like lazy fwine, 
are wallowing in a puddle. He mutt, 
therefore wade knee-deep in fmut, before 
he can meet his enemies on sheir own 
ground.—Yhen, be it known to the Barom- 
eter hero, his infular fituation {hall not pro- 
tect him.—I have accoutred myfelf in a 
fuitable manner, and now take up the 
gauntlet he has thrown. 

R. RUSTICOAT. 
Garret of the Balance-Office, 

July 8th, 1802. 

Is— 
PREFACE. 


CUSTOM has made it the duty of every editor of 


a public paper, to occupy fome portion of his firit 








number in pointing out the plan he intends to purfue 
in his future labours.—I am no fervile follower of 
fafhions, nor do I think that every cuftom is a law, 
which muft at all events, be obeyed.—Yet, in the 
prefent inftance, I have no objeétion to treading in the 


Genile reader, I 





fame path with my predeceffors. 





fhall make no promifes, leaft, through forgetiulne!s or 
neglect, I fhould chance to break them—for I ho!d in 
abhorrence all deceitful inaugural addreffes and hypo. 
crijical pretenfions.—My inducement for eftablifhing 
this paper, may be ftated in a few words :—A clan ot 
unprincipled adventurers, totally deftitute of talents, 
have for fome years conduéted the democratic prefles 
otour country. They have reviled and calumuiated 
our greateft and beft men—they have flandered our 
wifeft rulers—they have denounced our moft worthy 
citizens. They have fattened on talfhood—they have 
drunk the blood of innocence—they have excelled in 
villainy, and have rioted on its fpoils. Hitherto the 
vicinity of Hudfon’s river, has been tolerably free 
from thelereptiles. But of late they begin to thicken 
around us. The Demagogues and petty tyrants of the 
dav felt their powers and their influence decreafing, 
and they found it neceffary to employ tools to fupport 


their falling caufe, Jacobin printers are therefore, 


bought ov hered, and Lotta wark in their favorite trade 
of detra€tion.—Refpeétable federal papers muft not be 
engaged ina ‘* war of words” with fuch wretches. I 
have, therefore, thought proper to fet up ‘* The Wafp” 
for the purpofe of meeting my democratic neighbors 
on an equal footing—and I pledge myfeli that its ap- 
pearance fhall conform to its duties, as nearly as pof- 
fible, 
THE EDITOR. 
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CRIFIQUE, 


met mee 


BY THE EDITOR. 


MITCHELL, in the firft number of 


the Barometer, befpattered a whole col- 
umn, with what he called a ‘‘ Proem ;” 


and a fillier thing, perhaps, never appeared 
in print. ‘Lho’ it is, in fact, beneath crit- 
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icifm ; yet I cannot refrain from troubling 
my readers with a few extracts and re- 
marks.——The ‘‘ proem” begins in the 
following fublime {train :— 

«* Forth from the groaning, griping prefs, 

‘© Array’d in tvpographic drets, 

«© J, tothe world, am dragg’d aleng, 

*¢ Prepar’d to hail you with a fong.”’ 

Now, curious reader, have you ever feen 
a happier combination of thoughts, more 
happily exprefled ? On reading the firft 
line, you muft figure to yourfelf a poor 
wretch writhing under all the tortures of 
the belly-ache—and how 1s he to be reliev- 
cd? Why, by being ‘* dragg’d,” headlong, 
‘‘to the world.”’—In the next place you 
find Mitchell’s ‘* proem,” metamorphofed 
to ‘a fong”—and a curious fong it is. 

A ‘* brawhie lad” is made to fay 

‘** With fafhions frefh brought o’er the fea, 

*© Quite alamode de la Paris.” 

Mitchell, certainly, if he knew any thing 
abour if. muft have known that ‘‘ de /a Pa- 
ris’ was neither grammar nor fenfe. But 
he probably thought he might better afford 
to murder’ grammar than fpoil the meafure 
of his verfes ; and, therefore, introduced 
the little article ‘‘la,” which, from its 
fize, could not be capable of much mif- 
chief. 

One couplet proves the profundity of 
Mitchell’s genius beyond contradiction, 

ce This ne'er will do, (replies old Lumpkins) 

«* Point out fome plan t’increafe our pumpkins.” 
Who under heavens except Mitchell, could 
have produced a name which would have 
rhymed fo charmingly with fuch a charme 
ing poetical word as ‘‘ pumpkins ?” 

Again, 
‘** Or with lefs pains our hogs to fatten 
‘* And when for price good chances happen.” 


Here, to be fure, is no rhyme—but chis 
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is nct Mithell’s fault—he was not at lib- 
erty to make a word, in this place. 


When I read, 


“ And gales ting’d with their rich perfume—”’ 


IT cannot conceive what Mitchell means. 
He is the firft poet that has ever told us of 
“‘ ting’d gales.” 

The following lines are put into the 
mouth of ‘ a grogman, o’er his bow’! :”— 
‘© What! print all this P-—’tis a queer job ! 

“ Ou—queer, by Jove !_-LLandlord !—more 
grog !”” 

This, patient reader, was intended for a 
rhyme !—What’ think you of Mitchell’s 
poetical abilities now ? But, hold ! it is 
the fpeech of ‘‘a grogman.” Perhaps 
Mitchell will anfwer, that neither rhyme 
nor reafoii can be expected from a man 
half feas over. 

Next follows a precious confcfion.—Speak- 
ing of tne politician, Mitchell fays, 

‘¢ Full weil he knows, before ’tis ‘witer’d, 

* Which fide the Printer’s bread is butter’d—~ 

* That to fecure the prize, ’argent [money | 

‘ He’ll choofe the right fide—or the wrong.” 
This, Mitchell, I believe is ftriétly true. 
I have no doubt, that you would, For Mo- 
NEY, not only take ‘‘ the right fide—or 
the wrong’—but would FoR Money, do 
almoft any thing, fhort of writing common 
{enfe. 

I defit—for, in truth, as Mitchell draws 
near the end of his ‘* proem,” his Pegafus 
gets fo completely beat out, that rhyme, 
reafon, fenfe and grammar, all keep aluof— 
and blunders thicken fo faft, that it is not 
in my power to mention the half of them. 


For decency fake, Mitchell, never again 
undertake to make poetry. On the word 
of Robert Rufticoat, it will not do. 
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TOASTS. 


[A friend of mine, who loves Truth, and hates De. 
mocrats, has fent me a fet of toafts, drank on the sth 
ink. 
hope he will be fatisfied with the following felec- 

Edit. Wafp. 





As I have not room for the whole of them, I 


tions. | 





Virginia and the right of reprefentation— 
** All whitemen—all negroes. 


The patriotic refnfe of Europe—* She! not oppref- 
fed humanity find an afflylum on this part of the 
globe.” 


The Republican Martyrs— 

** Who never felt the halter draw 

*s With good opinion of the law, 

** Nor held in method orthodox 

* Their love of juftice in the ftocks.” 


William Duane—illuftrious in the art of lying— 
** Some in the modern dofirines {py 
‘© A new commandment—Thou /halt lie. 
*¢ And if there is, as who can tell, 
** There’s no one, fure, he keeps fo welL”’ 





G——e C n, and the memorable council— 
————** They hot from caucus came, 
‘© Wich Genet by their fide—cried havoc 
*« And let flip the dogs of fa€tion.”” 


The Republican Millenium— 
Halcyon days, 
When every knave and rogue and filly fool 
Shall! fhine forth patriots, and our country rule— 
Ouft flern nae trom her facred feat, 
And modeit Virtue trom her temple beat— 
The holy pvipe be th’ Athiefts’ place 
To damn his Maker witha daftard’s face— 
When morals we fhal! find but in the name, 
And ail the focial duties men difclaim— 
When (to a the pi€ture of the times) 
Th’ applaufe of mobs fhall wipe away all crimes. 


——_£aa— 

{4rThe editorial office of “* THz Wasp” is kept, 
for the prefent, in the Garret over the Balance Office, 
_ where Communications, Advertifements and Sub{crip- 
tions, will be thankfully received, 





A NEW SONG. 








BY THE EDITOR. 
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DEMOCRATIC DING-DONG 
OR A 
BELL TO SETTLE THE BEE. 








THE Democrats—(I know them well) 

Their heads are like a crier’s bell— 

A hollow feonce—a noify thing 

Hangs in the middle, pealing—ding— 
Ding—dong— a pealing bell, 
A Demo’s head wil! do as well. 


A Demo’s head is made of brafs ; 

His bawling beats the bray of afs ; 

His tongue an iron, noify thing— 

Touch it with whifkey—how ‘ewill ding— 
Ding—dong—a pealing bell, 
Whiitkey fuits the Demos well. 


The Bee” ftarv’d out and took his flight, 

And on our fhores he next would light— 

The Demo’ clappers ’gan to ring, 

But all was noife, and nought but ding— 
‘Ding—dong—a pealing beli— 
Demo’s fupport a printer well. 


Hark"! hear the pan’s* bewitching found— 

Hark! hear the bee come buzzing round— 

See him prepare his pointlefs fting, 

While all the Demo’s clappers ding— 
Ding—dong—a pealing bell— 
The Bee will fling the fed’rals well. 


eae sek 


But, hold! fuppofe fupport fhould fail, 
And the poor Bee fhould thew his tail ; , 
Another tune would Demos fing, 
And quite forlorn their bell would ding. 
Ding—dong—a folemn knell 
Would found the dying Bee’s fare- 
well, 


*A pan and flick are frequently ufed for fettling a 
Swarm pS ET RR bees, 
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